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	The Very Boring Life of an Evil Magical Object

Chapter 1

**A sudden love for Potions**

Potions homework over the summer. It sucks. If every student at Hogwarts had to agree on one thing, it would probably be this. Except maybe Hermione, but well, she _is_ Hermione. Still, even that girl doesn't love making Potions homework over the summer, like she does with all the homework of her other classes, but merely likes doing it, which is as much contempt for homework that you will ever get from her.

It is therefore a strange sight to see another soon-to-be-fourth-year Griffindor working so studiously on his potions homework, without displaying even a hint of boredom, frustration, hopelessness or foul mouthiness, and instead displaying eagerness, concentration and determination to be a knowledge-absorbing sponge. If you would know Ron Weasly personally, you would found it very strange to see Ron in this state and would start to question whether something was seriously wrong with him, or with yourself, which is exactly what Ginny was doing.

"Hey Ron… what are you doing?"

Ron gave no answer. Instead he started muttering about the crushing of mole-beans and adding something called 'powdered bisen hair'. No wait, _bison _hair. That makes more sense.

When it was clear that there was really no answer coming, Ginny tried again.

"Soooo… are you feeling okay there, Ron?"

Ron flipped a page and stirred his quill seven times clockwise in the ink pot, muttering "yellow to lilac" and "boiled chicken brains". Not exactly the reaction Ginny was hoping for, but she still liked having her suspicions about the contents of Ron's brain confirmed. Fred definitely owed her a knut now. He had chosen 'mustard'.

Normally when Ginny decided to barge into Ron's room, she would have gotten a reaction from his in less than 3 steps into his room. Something like "Bugger of!", "Go away, midget!" or "Bloody hell, who hexed your face!?", which would give her enough of an excuse to start a fight. Which she liked. Now however, even though she was already standing in the middle of the pile of rubbish Ron called 'MY room, stay out', Ron didn't seem to mind her being there that much.

This whole situation called for closer investigation, so Ginny cautiously started sliding a few steps forward to get a better view of Ron and better ascertain what exactly was wrong with him. _Not that I care if something is wrong with him! _she quickly reassured herself. J_ust __a __natural curiosity and __healthy sense of __self preservation. __Obviously w__hatever __has __caused this has to be something __really __powerful__:__it can make Ron study! _

Smiling, Ginny halted to ponder this anomaly for a few seconds. _And if it is __this __powerful, it is probably dangerous. __Which means __everyone__ needs to be saved from this great evil, and there is only one person in the wizarding world who can do this: ..._

At his line of thinking Ginny's heart started beating faster and faster, and her face took a distinct read color.

..._Harry! __And then Harry comes here, and then he saves me, and then I can ask mum to let him stay here for the rest of the summer and then I can have Harry a whole month for myself! __And then we could talk, and snog, and … __No stop thinking about that Ginny!_

Blushing fiercely, but still smiling from ear to ear, Ginny tried to clear her thoughts, but that proved impossible to do, because the thought of snogging Harry trumped right about everything else. So instead of investigating the potentially dangerous cause of Ron's sudden love for Potions, she decided to go somewhere quiet instead and spent some time alone with her pleasant thoughts.

Had she stepped only a one step closer to the still incomprehensibly muttering Ron, she would have discovered the source of his unnatural behavior: above his Potions textbook lay two tickets for the Quidditch World Cup Final, which Mr. Weasly had promised to Ron if he finished his homework by the end of this week.

ps: You didn't really think Ron had changed that much, did you?

pps: Unconfirmed sources indicate that the youngest Weasly herself was found deeply immersed in a Potions textbook half an hour later. Those same twin sources also indicated that they seriously questioned whether something was wrong with her, or with themselves.


End file.
